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on humdrum occasions or on occasions of desperate intimacy.
Now he began to speak.   " Bless, 0 God . . . "

It was a voice she had never heard, the voice of someone
she had never known. It was Theo's voice, but it was full of
inflections that were new to her, full too, she admitted, of
an authority she had not expected. She was acute enough
to recognise that this was not just any curate conventionaUy
" asking a blessing." Theo managed to import into his few
words more than himself: the majesty of his Church and
the authority of his priesthood. An artist herself, she
recognised the touch that makes a trifle significant.

In that instant Elsie knew that, though she must play her
hand to the end, all was lost. Her very bones seemed to
shiver when she heard the names of God and Jesus Christ
on lips SQ familiar, lips that a few hours ago were hot upon
her own and that had trembled with the words they uttered.
She had thought of Theo as just that: a youth distraught
with passion that he half believed to be hopeless, a youth
taking his love where he could find it, in back lanes and
dark by-ways. Now, suddenly, as though a fog had lifted,
she saw unsuspected territories of his being, to which she
had never been admitted, to which, indeed, she felt she had
no competence to be admitted. This was a realm she could
not share, nor could she long be happy with a man who
habitually dwelt in it.

All this passed through her young mind formlessly,
without precise substance, but with a very real agony that
made her immediate surroundings seem chimerical. A grey
old waiter was placing a plate of soup before her. Mop-
headed chrysanthemums, round and curled like her own
head which she had forgotten, shone before her eyes, but
she hardly saw them. A side-whiskered gentleman spoke to
her, and with a start she pulled herself together to answer
him, realising that this occasion must be got through some-
how. And when it was through, there would be that other
occasion with Theo. It would save him so much, save them
both so much, if she simply told him that she would never
marry him or see him again, and left it at that. But she had
promised him that the choice should be his, with his eyes
open. Well, she would be proud enough to let it end that
way. She turned to answer her companion. " Yes. It is a
beautiful day,"